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Spoken by Mew. Bournut. 


HO. Pa + female hate rat 1 ever, AS 

For us, in Epilbzus, to beg your _—_ | 
Vet now 1 take the tada, leaving art 
And envy to the men—with @ warm heart, 
A woman here 1 m- take a woman" s part. 


N little jealoufier my mind perplex, 


1 come, the friend 2 champion of my ex gu 
Tl! prove," ye fair, 'that let us baut ut. 
VV. cam, as wwell.gs men, do any big: 

Nay,” better toe, perhaps==for nt and then, ' 
Theſe times produce ſome bungling among men, 
In ſpit of lordly wits—with JO eaſe, 
Can't we write plays, or damn em, if we , 
The men, auh grant not much, allow. us charm | 
Are eyes, ſhapes, dimples, then, our only arms? 
Ty rule this man our ſex dame Nature teaches ; 

| Mount the high horſe we can, and make lang. ſpeeches ; 
Nay, and with dignity, fome wear the breeches ;_ © 
Aud why not wear em Y Me ſhall bave our en, 
While Jome of “ ather ſex wear pevticoats..” 

Did not Lady Knight, late Chevalier, 

A brave, ſmart ſaldier to your eyes appear? 
Hey! preſto paſs ! his ſword becomes a fan, 

A coſeh woman riſing from the man. 
The French their Amazonian maid invite== 

She goes—alike well tilld to talk or write, 
ore, ride, negociate, "fd, . or "I 
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Are wt unſit40 


428 


Vs Bals in ib * . ro, 
As be prove falſe, fab kick ber fuitblzſi A 
The Greeks an Romi own our bound 

. The-Mujes, Gracts, Nei, Fortune, Fame, 
Wiſdom and Nature tub they women call; 
With this fwert flat xe er they mix 1 
Nil out—the Furie 6 arefemales l. 
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be pow!re of Riches, , 1 „ 


FO! * n 
As 


daß. Death, and. 


Vier from Jenſe a, gract ariſe, = AY 
With your own treaſes, Britons, bheſe your . { 
22 
T be ſex, auit aan . 
e have done mobler things, there ne 


With oll ner, e prapere of r- 


Summon your. critic, m ru, yr .m eren mares, 50 
A brave men will protect, e eee 

Ter us wiſh mu 9 5 
Fa not e ads: . 


— 
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2 
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an /uggeſtion? , 
Auſtria and Rall well that queſtion. uy 
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Spoken by "Mr. Lev" Leske. % . "> ho 


0 5, I 1 0c.) N 


Muſt, n 1 5 5 75 and r, 
| Announce rhe man of Jaſpion, and '*o lager 3 
e gentlemen, art noch * 9 bs eee oy A 4 
Tir have I ri al any 1 Hee deals - ; 
Refol d, in pi 7 port OM een 
To drive 7370 . 1 
« To drive ihe Hits to ith , „ 
"7 Zar! Perg tot bis « Wayz ; © | 
| *. child m n by widen, g N 
„ Teen # dn 
\ Apa hed a 885 4 Laie Nr. 
What ! Hall a ; exibbliag, Jenſeleſs n . 
To your re M fil coarſe hre? 
V Dovglas, or is Percy fir d with paſſlon? _ 
Ready far love or glory, death to daſh on, _ 
Fit compeny for moders fill life menof faſhion #,..... oh 
Such madze/i will our hearts but FO 12 5 Sh 
Herr no ſuch frantic nobles nun 7 
e „lite fiddle- ſtrings, wi 
. Uakefs they're i in perfe# he? 2 » 
And youths of yore, with ours can nt er apy 
They're in too ſharp, ours in too flat 4 ey. 


N. 


Could aue believe old ftories, thoſe Arange a > 0 
Married for love — coul of their wives be Jealou—" "NM 
Nay, conflant to em too—and, what is worſt, © : 
The vulgar ſouls thought cuckoldoms a curſe. "I 


* 


RY 


e ee 
1 bad then one purſe, one mind, | 
, bel b. prejaſtitinſy E - * 
F Leiter ore mach refs.  _ 

Ola Jon xs their ha ppineſs at bome record, yy.” 
From t — n * 1 | 

1 lady rode bebind ny lord. 
Tas death alone could ſnap we bonds aſunder. — 
. Now tacd ſo Pightly, not to ſnap's the wonder. 
. Nay, death itſelf could not their bearts divide, = 


WF 5: lik 


b 


They mix d t heir love with monumental pride, 

For, cut in flont, they ill lie Ade by fas. 
But why theſe got bir enceflors produce: 5 

Why ſeour their rafly armer? What's the uſe 6 

- *T would not your nicer optics much regale 

J ſee ys beaux bend under du, of .;, ih 15 

" Should we our limbs avith i iron doublets . N 5 


* 


Good Beav 'n bow much "th ay! 1 gow Ws 
We wear no armour 
Let not with berberiſin true tafte be ded, WR 

Old vulgar virtues cannot 'be dfn, 1 55 3 Phy ; | 


Lei the * * 8 We” be ended, ky 2 
| . ADVER! is e MEN. 
* Th be: French Drama, founi ided; on the famous 
| 1. old story of Raoul. de Coucy, ſuggeſted to che Ab- 


thor ſome Circumſtances i in the former Part of * 
e doe ee N 
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g 4 55 * 1 4 7 >. . h N e 3t 4 
* * 
* a 
51 r : 
\ 1 I&TH 4. ; 
W. HAT may e mean? Earl Douglas has 
'd 
: injoin'd thee es 
+ Ho of * 772 89- Bas 
Te meet him here in private? ö - 
* 4 * . of, ® mY — 


Fa. Ves, my ſiſter, . , 
And this in junction I have oft recelt'y? 5 * 1 4 
But when he comes, big with ſome painful ſecret, 

He ſtarts looks wild, then drops n Fs, 
bints, 55 | 
Fwd” beſitates, turns pale, and fays, be . 
- nothing, ; b | 


: Then feigns to ſmile, and by his anxious cal KL 
. To e hanſell's at eaſe, betrays his bein. ; 


* — 4 
. "ws 
ir e 
. 
7 A 5 4 5 3 ys 
7 * * 


as — 


2 P E R 501 * 


Birth. Since my ſhort ſojourn here, Pre mark'd 
e 
And though the ties of blood -unite-us e 
I ſhudder at his haughtineſs of temper, 9 9 
Which not his gentle wife, the bright Elwina, 
Can charm to reſt. IIl are their ſpirits pair d; 
His is the ſeat of frenzy, hers of ſoftneſs, 
His love is tranſport, hers is trembling duty, 
Rage in his ſoul is as the whirlwind fierce, 
While hers ne'er felt the pow'r of that rude paſſion. 
5 Edr. Perhaps the mighty ſoul of Douglas mourns, 
_ Becauſe inglorious love detains him here, 
While our, bold knights, Beneath the Chriſtien | 
| ſtandard, _ Teh 
| ' Prefs to the bulwarks of lebten. 2/28 
Birtb. Tho every various charm adorns Elwina, 
And tho' the noble Douglas doats to madneſs, 
Vet ſome dark myflery involves their fate: 
The canker grief devours Elwina's bloom, 
And on her brow meek reſignation fits, 
Hopeleſs, yet uncomplaining. 
Ear. Tis moſt ſtrange. 
. \ Birth. Once, not long ſince, ſhe * ght herſelf 
© alone; 
"Twas then the pent-up. an 
With broken voice, cup 
eyes, 
' She call'd upon her father, calbd him cruel, 
And ſaid her duty claim'd far other recompence.. 
Bar. Perhaps the abſence of the good lord Raby, 
. Who, at her nuptials, quitted this fair caſtle, E” 
 Refignio 3 it to her, may thus afflict her. 45Þ 
_ Haſt thou e'er queſtion dl vers good Birtha 2 
| Birth. Often 3 Th ; 
But hitherto in vain, and ye [1 ſhews me 


1 burk i its bounds; 
bands, and ne 


T' 


— 


7 E R C v. . 


N endearing kiadarks of a ſiſter's love 3 
But if I ſpeak of Douglas—=— 
Edr. See! he come. 
It wou d offend him ſhou'd he find. you here. | 


—_— 


Enter Dover as, . 


* 


Doug. How! Edric and his filter in doe conference 
Do they not ſeem alarm'd at my approach? 
And ſee, how ſuddenly * part! Now, Edric, 
FExit Births. 
Was this well done 2- Or was it like a friend, 
When I defir'd to meet thee here alone, 
With all the warmth of truſting confidence, 
 Tolay my boſom naked to thy view, 
And ſhew thee all its weakneſs, was it well 
To call thy ſiſter here, to let her witneſs _ | 
Thy friend's infirmity ?—Perbaps to tell her 
Ear. My lord, I nothing know; came to learn. 
Doug. Nay then thou doſt ſuſpect there” 5 188 
thing wrong! 
Ear. If we were bred from infancy rogeider, | 
If A partook in all thy youtbful griefs, 
And every joy thou knew'ft was doubly mine 
Then tell me all the ſecret of thy ſoul: 
Or have theſe few ſhort months of ſeparation, 
„The only abſence we have ever known, 
Have theſe ſo rent the bands of love aſunder, 
„That Douglas ſhould diſtruſt his Edric's truth? 
Dang. My friend, I know thee faithful as thou'rt 
brave, 
And l will truſt thee—but not now, , good Edric ; 3 
Tis paſt, tis gone, it is not worth the telling. 
Twas wrong to cheriſh what eee peace 
EY Th think of i it no Wore... « 


- 


Eds. 
. 
. 
5 1 
— 


1 0 * 


Edr. Tranſporting news! 
1fear'd ſome hidden trouble vex'd your quiet. 
In ſecret I have watch'd—— 
Doug. Ha! watch'd in ſecret? 
A ſpy ? employ'd, perhaps, to note my actions? 
What have I ſaid ? Forgive me, thou art noble: 
Vet do not preſs me to diſcloſe my grief, 
For when thou know'ſt I e ſhall hate 
| - : thee 
As much, my Edric, as I tt myſelf 
For my ſuſpicions: I am ill at eaſe. 
Edr. How will the fair Elwina grieve to hear it ? 
Doug. Hold, Edric, held ihou baft rouch'd the 
fatal ring \ 
That wakes me into madn ſs. | Hear r me then, | 
But let the deadly ſecret be ſecur d 
With bars of adamant in thy cloſe breaſt. | 
Think of the curſe which waits on broken oaths : 
A knight is bound by more than vulgar ties, 
And perjury in thee were doubly damn'd. 
Well then, the king of England— 
| Ear. Is expected 3 
From diſtant Paleſtine. | 
Dong. Forbid it, heaven, © 
For with him comeg—— __ 
Ear. Ah! Who? | 
Doug. Peace, peace, 
For ſee Elwina's here. Retire, my Eric FA 
Wben next we meet thou ſhalt know all. Farewel. 
[Exit Earic. 
Now to conceal with care my boſom canguiſh, 
And let her beauty chaſe away my ſorrows! _ 
Les, I wou d meet her with a face of ſmjles—" 
But 'twill not bo. re 


e Ane 


14. 


— 


e FS 
Enter ELW N49 


_ El. Alas, 'tis ever thus! 1 
Thus ever clouded is his angry brow. Aude. 

Doug. I were too bleſt, Elina, cou'd I hope 
You met me here by choice, or that your boſom 
Shar'd the warm ee mine muſt ever feel 
At your approach. 

Ekv. My lord, if I 3 | 
The cauſe which brings me claims at leaſt for- ; 

giveneſs; 

I fear you are not well, and come, unbidden, 
Except by faithful duty, to enquire, 
If haply in my power, my little power, e 
I have the means to miniſter relief 
To your affliftion?  _ 3 
Dong. What unwonted goodneſs ! N 
Ol were bleſt above the lot of man, 
If tenderneſs, not duty, brought Elina ; 
Cold, ceremoniqus, and unfeeling duty, 
That wretched fubſtitute for love: But os 
The heart demands a heart ; nor will be pa wo 
With leſs than what 1 it Lives. Een now, leis, 
The gliſtening tear ſtands trembling in your eyes, 
Which caſt their mournful erg etneſs on. the ground, 

As if they. fear'd to raiſe their, beams to mine, 
And read the 1 of reproachful ve. 5 . 
Ekv, My lord, I hop'd the Rong 8 N 

Of my obedience=— wa 

Doug. Death to all my bopes 75 

Heart-rending .word ! Obegzenes 75 what's obe- 
dience 1 745 5 

*Tis fear, lis hate, tis terror, tis e oy 

'Tis the cold debt. 1 oſtentatious duiy, 1 2k i 1 | 

Paid with l caution, to remind me 


How 


Since at the altar I became your Wife; 
Can malice charge me with am act, a word, 


5 As open to the eye of obſer va 


„ „ 


| How much you tremble to offend a tyrant 


So terrible as Douplas,—**-O Elwina !—— 

« While duty meaſures the regard it owes, | 

« With ſcrupulous precifion, and nice Juſtice, BY 
© Love never reaſons, bur profuſely gives, 


«© Gives like a thoughtleſs prodigal its all, 


% And treuibles then, left it has done too little.” | 
Ehku. Indeed Vm moſt unhappy chat my cares, 


And my ſolicitude to pleaſe, offend. 


Doug. True tenderneſs is leſs licitdus, | 
Leſs prudent and more fond; th' enamour'd heart 


Conſcious it loves; and bleſt in bein glov'd, 
"Repoſes on the object it adore s, 
And truſts the paſſion it inſpires and feels— 
Thou haſt not learnt how terrible it is 
To feed a hopeleſs flame But ang Elwina, 


Thou moſt obqurate, hear + Il 
Ehv.. Say, my lord, - 7 „ 
For your own lips ſhall indicate m1 fame, 4 


8 


I ought to bluſh at? Have J 0 till liv'd | 
tion, SIE 50 
As fearlets* innocence ſhop d ever live ? | 
1 call atteſting an a els | to de witneſs,” 2h 
f in my open 400, or "ſecret thoy bt, 
00 conduct, or my "heart, We Qu! Heere 
Which did not emulate their Fe 5 ; 
Pong. This 'vindication' N ere zerösd, 
his warm defence, repelling 5 attacks 
re they are made, and conftruing tatual words 
o formal accuſations, erat me, Madam, 4 
" rather an alarm'd rey As ilant ſpirtt, $i 
For ever bn the watch to its ſecret,” rs 5 
Than the Mt e of fi ae langcence. +: 


7 
e 
2 . 


BY 


"ws 


Who tall d of guilt? Who teſtified ſuſpicion 2 
Ew. Learn, Sir, that virus; while tis tee 


—— 


* * * c v. 


from blame, 
Is modeſt, lowly, meck, aol mobi; $3 47 
Not apt, like fearful vice, to ſhield its weakneſs, 
Beneath the ftudied pomp of boaſtful phraſe, 


Which ſwells to hide the poverty it weiters; pus LY 


But when this virtue feels itſelf ſuſpected, 
Inſulted, ſet at nought, its-whiteneſs' Kain d, 

It then grows proud, forgets its humble "db 
And rates itſelf above its real value. | 


Doug. G 2 7 not mean to chide. Bor think, 0 
e 


To ſee you ſink impatient of the grave, 
To feel, diſtracting thought, to feel you hate me ! 


Etro. What if the, fender thread TY which 5 


hold 
This poor precarious being on. mult Wat; 


Is it Elwina's erime, or heav!n's decree? 


Yet I ſhall meet, I truſt, the king of terror, 
Submiſſive and reſign” 'd, . without one pang, . 
One fond regret at leaving this gay. world. 7 A 


Doug. Yet, Madam, there Is one, on * 


ador dj, 
For whow your ſighs will bears, your tears xi 


| flow, TEE 1 q | 
For whom this hated world will Rill he gear, 'k 


For whom you till wou'd live=— 
Ew. Hold, hold, my lord. 


What may this mean? n bd 


F764 


Doug. Ah! I have gone tag 4 


What baye 1 di ee 1 for Jour 0 


e 


*. 


1 
E * 
q 
: ” 
my FE 141 + * 
, * 4 4 


What pangs muſt rend this ſearfal, doating heart, 1. E 


f 


8 r . 

The good Lord Raby may at leaſt _-_ 0 

One tender ſigh. 0 + AF 
Ele. Alas, my lord, 1 thought! 

The precious incenſe of a daughter” s ſighs 

Might riſe to heav'n and not offend its ruler, 

\ Doug. *Tis true; yet Raby is no more belov'd 
Since he beſtowed his daughter's hand on Douglas: 
That was a erime the dutiful Elwina 
Can never pardon; and believe me, Madam, 

My love's ſo nice, ſo delicate my honour, | 

I am aſham'd to owe my happineſs .- 

To ties which make you wretched, [Exit Douglas. 

Elw. Ah! how's this? 
Tho' I have ever found him fierce and raſh, 
- Full of obſcure ſurmiſes, and dark hints, 
Till now he never ventur'd to accuſe me. 
Vet there is one, one man belov'd, ador'd, 
Por whom your tears will flow theſe were his £ 
words 5 


[And then the wretched inirfogs of Raby | 
How ne th evaſion !—But my * comes. 


WSN Bas | Enter BIA. 


+" the 


þ: Crofling the Portico l met Lord | Dailbſas, 
Diſorder'd were his looks, his eyes ſhot fire; 
He call'd upon your name with ſuch diftraQion, 
I fear'd ſome ſudden evil had befall'n you. 
| Elu. Not ſudden; nd; long bus the toten {IL 
1 gathering, 
| Which threatens ſpeedily to burk i in a ruin, TIE 
On this devoted head. | . 
Birth. 1 ne'er beheld e 
Tour gentle ſoul ſo cuſſed; pet bye ds. wh, 
While others thought you happieft of the happy, 
1 'Blefſt with whate'er the world calls great, or good, 
| j | With 


7 E. RAe 5 9 | 


With all that nature, all that fortune gives, 
I've mark'd your bending with a weight of ſorrow. 
__ Elw,O! Iwill tell thee all!] chou cou' dſt nat find 
An hour, a moment in Elwine's life, 
When her full heart ſo:long'd to eaſe its ene 
And pour its ſorrows in thy friendly boſo•m: 
Hear then, with pity, hear my tale of woe. 
And, O forgive, kind nature, filial piety, 
If my preſumptuous lips arraign a father! 
Ves, Birtha, that belov'd, that cruel father, 
Has doom'd me to a life of hopeleſs anguiſn, 
To die of grief ere half my days atè number'd; 
Dobm'd me to give, my trembling hand to Douglas, 
"Twas all I had to give, oy heart e Ang $, 

- Birth. What do I hear? * 29% 

Elw. My mis'ry, not my crime. 
Long ſince the battle twixt the rival houſes, 51 
Of Douglas and of Percy, for cwhoſe hate 
This mighty globe's too ſmall a Theatre, 
One ſummer's motn my father chas d the Deer 
On Cheviot Hills, Northumbria's fair domain. 

Birth. On thatsfam'd: ſpot. N an = wn | 

| commenc'd | 
e the Earls? e 4 

Elw. The ſame. During the hace, 

Some of my father's knights receiv'd an inſult 
From the Lord Percy's herdfmen, churliſh forte, 
Unworthy of the gentle blood they ferv'd. 
My father, proud and jealous of his hnour,:« 
(Thou know'ſt the'fiery temper of our Maron) 
Swore that Northumberland had been concern'd 
In this rude outrage, nor wou'd hear of peace, 
Or reconcilement which Percy, offer'd ; | 
our bade me tin erte REP N 7 hiwy. EIS * 
JL ! 


8 10 vyÞp E FR: K. 


01 tag 2 taſk too hard Kar all my duty, 41 
I firove, and wept, I ſtrove but ſtill I loy'd. 

Birib. Indeed twas moſt n bus. 5 hat 

_ followd?+: 

Eu. Why thou'd.I-dwell eo de diſaftrous ue; 

Forbid to ſee me, i Percy ſoon embark d. * 

With aur great king againſt the Saracen. 

Soon as the jarring kingdoms were at peace, 

Earl Douglas, whom till then I ne'er had ſeen, 

Came to this caſtle: twas my hapleſs fate 

To Heaſs: bim —Binha! thou ul * what 

-follow!d: © 515 

But ho ſhall tell the agonies 1 ſelr ; i 

My barbarous father forced me fo. diflolve . 

The tender vows himſelf had bid me form 

He dragged me trembling, dying, to the altar, | 

_ Tfigh'd, I firuggled, fainted, and—-complied. 3 

Birtb. Did eee PA e * bean | 
ene 1-7: 31.5! 

| Propo#d-twixt gen ase Porep' Mg Fro oy 000 


Eu. H he did, | 2 


e thought like you, en nat of es, 
Nor knew our love ſurpas'd our fathers prudence. 

Birth, Should he now find be Was the — 

| ment 4 | 

Of the Lord Rahy's vengeange? + 1 31 » 
lw. Twere moſt dreadful! 1 = 
My father lock d this motive in bis W 3 
And. feign'd to have; forgot the Chace of Cheviot. 
Some moons have now completed their.flaw aſe 


Wl © Since my ſad-marriage, —Percy ſtill is abſent. 


4 Binth. Nor will return before his ſavireign. comes. 
Ehw. Talk not of his return ! this coward heart 
i know no thought of peace but in his abſence. 
"How, W here e ſome freſh * 
nter 


— 
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Enter Do v 6 LAS agitated, with letters in bis ome 


Ke your de "EF 
Elu. What diſturbs my lord? + +: / 
Doug. Nothing en en was more at 
eaſe. 
Theſe letters from your Salben give: us notice 
He will be here to-night ;—He further 10 | 
 Fhe king's each hour expected. n 
Lu. How ! the king! g Steen 
Said you the king? l 
Doug. And tis Lord Raby? 8 lasen . 
That you among the me wi him eee 
You muſt e Tee! court. 7 £224" 
El. Muſt I, my lord? 
Doug. Now to obſerve bow me. receives wy 
news! F ILA le. 
Ehkw, 1 muſt not — cannat—By, all the wanne 
love ? 
Von have ſo oft dan en bann e SH. 
Indulge chis one requeſt O let — 
Doug. eee enen a: does not tel to 
80 — L Alu. 
Eku. The belliag world; the pomp * 
waits on greatneſs, | 
Ill ſuits:my humble;  unambitious:ſoul.;— - 
Then leave me here to tread:the ſafer path -. 
Of private life, here, where my „ EAT 
Shall be as ſilent as.the-ſhades around me; 
Nor ſhall one vagrant with be eber allow'd : 5-0 
To ſtray beyond the bounds of Raby Gade: ES ww 1 
1 O muſic te my ears (Af. ) Can — 
"v4 reſolve * 3 
To hide .thofe wondrous beauties in tbe ſhade, 4 
Which vival Eings wou'd cheaply buy with empire? 
Can 


— 
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Can you renounce the pleaſures of a court, 
Whoſe roofs reſound with minſtrelſy and mirth ? 
Ele. My lord, retirement is a wife“ 's "hel W. 
And virtue's ſafeſt ſtation is retreat. | 
Doug. My foul's.in men (Afide )—But can 
pou fore go | 
What wins the ſoul of re eee 
A world, where charms inferior far to yours, 
Only preſume to ſhine when you are abſent? 
Will you not long to meet the public gaze? 
Long to eclipſe the fair, and charm the brave? 
Elu. Theſe are Meere in DUE: the . oy 
takes not. b 
I'll try her e (. "I 
Takes ber hand, and hoks fleadfaſtly at obs as he ſpeaks) 
Baut reflect once more 
. When you ſhall hear that England's gallant peers, 
Freſh from the fields of war, and gay with glory, 
All vainwith conqueſt, and elate with fame, 
When you ſhall hear theſe princely youths contend, 
In many a tournament for beauty's prize; 
When you ſhall hear of revelry, abd maſking, 
Of mimic combats, and of feſtive halls,. 
Of lances ſhiver'd in the capſe of love, 
Will you not then repent; then wiſh your fate, 
| Your happier fate, had tilb that your reſerv'd Us 
Fur ſome plum'd conqueror bk c 
El. My fate, my lord, | 
Is now. bound up with yours. 
Doug. Here let me kneel—— 
Yes, Iwill kneel, and gaze, and weep, and wander ; 3 


| Thou paragon of goodneſs pardon, pardon, 


(Kiſſes * band. 
Lam convinc'd—lI can no longer doubt. LEO 
„ | 1 | Nor 


P E 3 13 


Nor talk, nor bear, nor reaſon, nor reflect. 
—1 muſt retire, and give a looſe to joy. 
lei Douglas. 
_ Birth. The king returlſ n 
Elio. And with him Percy comes! 
Birth, You needs muſt go. 
Ehkv.. Shall 1 ſolicit rum 
And pull deſtruction on me ere its time? 
I who have held it criminal to name him? 
I will not go I diſobey thee, Douglas, 
But diſobey thee, to preſerve thy honour, 
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- Bs EE that * traitor inſtantly be ſeiz'd, 
And ſtrictly watch'd: let none have acceſs to him. 
O jealouſy, thou aggregate of woes! 
Were there no hell, thy torments wou'd create one. 
But yet ſhe y be guiltleſs—may ! ſhe muſt, 
How beautiful ſhe look'd | pernicious beauty! 
Yet innocent, as bright, ſeem'd the ſweet bluſh * 
That mantled on her cheek. But not for me, 
But not for me, thoſe breathing roſes blow! _ 
And then ſhe wept—whatl! can I bear her tears? 
' Well—let her weep —her tears are for another ; 
O did they fall for me, to dry their ſtreams, : 
I'd drain the choiceſt blood that feeds this heart, 
Nor think the drops I ſhed were half ſo precious. 


355 f. 
Euter Lord RAY. 


ns Sure I miſtake—Am I in Raby caſtle £ 
Impoſſible ! that was the ſeat of ſmiles; | 
And Cheerfulneſs and Joy were houſchold gods. 
I us'd to ſcatter pleaſures when I came, 
And every ſervant ſhar'd his lord's delight. 

But now ſuſpicion and diſtruſt dwell here, 

And diſcontent maintains a ſullen ſway. 

Where is the 155 unfeign'd, the jovial welcome, 
n 


e e oye 
Which cheet'd'the ſad; beguil's the pilgrims pain, 
And made dependeney forget its bonds? % 
Where is the ancient, hoſpitable hall, 

Wnoſe vaulted roof once hung wich barmlefs nt | 
| Where every paſſing ſtranger was u güeſft, 
And every gueſt u friend. r fear e auch, 22 
If once our nobles ſcotu their rural feats 
Their rural: greatneſs, and their vaſſals' ye, 8 
Freedom, and Engliſh grandeur are no more. 

Doug. (advancing) My lord, you ate welche. 
Raby. Sir, I truſt Jam; 
But yet, methinks, I ſhall not feel m Wefeotie, ” 
Till my Elwina bleſs me with her ſmiles: s 
She was not wont with ling'ring ſtep to meet e, 
Or greet my Corning with a 0 embface.; he 
Now, I extend ty tonging arms in valo, Nie en. 
My child, my darling,” does not comé té fl chem. 
O they were happy days when ſhe won' d fly _. 
To meet me from the camp, or from the chace, 26 
And with her fondneſs overpay my tolls! 
How eager wou'd her tender Haridy unbtace 
The ponderous armbyr from my war-worn Rik, inet 
And pluek the hefmet which üppos d Her kfb! 17 
Doug: O ſweet that fever” mut be 
mine! | | 
| Raby,- What Jo I kits ? 
Doug. Norbing: enquire no father. 
Raby, My Tore, * if you” reſpect! nn TOY 
| peace, 4129 101 
If &er you Joate#'bii-rdy/4indth:161'd "OO 1 va? 
As tis moſt ſure you ide tie think you” did, 7 
Then, by the pangs which you may bie dy Fort: 
When vou, like me, ſhall be à fond, dec fader, 
And tremble for the treaſure of your age, 
Tell me, what this alarming ſilence 'meany? 
You gh, yet do nt denk zue more, — hey x 
our 
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* 


n 


4 * 


Vour lab' ring ſoul turns inward on fall, 11 
As if there were nothiug but your own ſad thongs 
Deſerv'd regard. Does en Am 
Doug. She does. 2 
Raby. To bleſs her father! Da . oa 
Doug. And to curſe. her huſpandd 
| Raby. Ab! have a . my den, lim not 0 
e n 
Doug. Nor 1 fo baſe thas I ſhould ramely bear it; ; 
Nor am I ſo inur d to infamy, - _ . 
That I can ſay, without a burning bluſh, 
She lives to be my curſGe. 
Raby. How's this ? B & Ho pri of on He 
Doyg. I thought 388 8 8 IE 
The lily op'ning to the TROY loft 8 1 1210 
Was not ſo fragrant, and was not ſo chaſte. 
Raby, Has ſhe pd otherwiſe ? 15 not believe. 
* 
Who has traduced u my "SIG wy i innocent child . 
Vet ſhe's too good to ſcape calumnious ton me 
I know that ſlander loves a lofty mark: GET 
It ſaw her ſ6ar a flight above her, 4 "6B adn 9! [ 
And hurl i its arrow to her glorious height, "I 
To reach her heart, and bring her to the ground. 
Doug. Had the raſh tongue of Slander ſo pre. 
ſum'd, | 
My vengeance had not been of "ak flow fort, | 
To need a prompter; nor ſhould any arm; 
No, not a father's, dare diſpute with mine, 
The privilege to die in her defence. ..  - 
None dares Nec Rae bur en 
Kaly. But wh r er od ng? i 
But — 3 
(Sus bis hand to his feord.) You —0 fare 
my age's weakneſs - 
You 00 not know what "tis 10 be a Faber, |; Yo! 


. ron 
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You, do not know, or you would pity me; 
The thouſand tender throbs, the nameleſs feelings, 
The dread to aſk,: and yet the wiſh to know, - _ 
When we adore hoe fear; but wherefore fear ? 
Does not the blood of Raby fill her veins? 

Doug. Percy—know'ſt thou, ' that name? 

Raby. How ? what of Percy? 

Doug. He loves na, and, my curſes on him, 
He is belov'd again. 

Raby. I'm on the 1 0 

Doug. Not the two Theban brothers bore each | 

other . 

Such deep, ſuch deadly hate, as 1 = 3 

Raby. But tell me of my child. 

Doug. | Not minding bim. ] As I and Percy. 
When at the marriage rites, O rites accurs'd ! 
I ſeiz'd her trembling band, ſhe ſtarted back, 
Cold horror thrill'd her veins, her tears flow'd faſt, 
Fool that I was, I thought *twas maiden fear, 
Dull, doating ignorance! beneath thoſe terrors, 
Hatred for me, and love for Percy lurk'd. © 

Raby, What pioof of guilr is this? 

Doug, E'er ſince our marriage | 
Our days have till been cold and joyleſs all; 
« Painful reſtraint, and hatred ill diſpuis'd, | 
{© Her ſole return for all my waſte of fondneſs,” 
This very morn I told her 'twas your will 
She ſhould repair to court ; with all thoſe graces, $i 
Which firſt ſubdued my © ſoul, and ſtill enſlave it, 
She begged to ſtay behind in Raby Caſtle, 
For courts, and cities had no charms for her, 
Curſe my blind love! I was again enſnar'd, 
And doated on the ſweetneſs which deceiv'd me. 
Juſt at the hour ſhe l I ſhould be abſent, 
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(For chance cou'd ueber have tim'd their guilt fo 


well) | 
Arriv'd young Harcourt, one of Percy's knights, 
Strictly enjoin'd to ſpenk to none but her, 


I ſeiz d th? miſcreant; hirherto he's filenr, 


But tortures ſoon ſliall force him to confeſs. 
Raby. Percy is abſent.— They bave never met. 
Doug. At what a pong hold you gtaſp for ſuc- 

cour ! 

Will it content me that her perſon's pure. ? 


No, if her alien heart doats on another, 


She is unchaſte were not that other Percy. 
Let vulgar ſpirits baſely wait for proof, 
She loves another—'tis enough for Douglas. 
Raty. Be patient. | 
Doug, Be a tame convenient huſband ? 
And meanly wait for circumſtantial guilt ? 
No—T am nice as the firſt Cæſar was, 


And ftart at bare ſuſpicion, going.) 


Raby. ( Heling bim.) Douglas, hear me; 
Thou haſt nam'd a Roman huſband ; if ſhe's falſe, 
I mean to ob myſelf. a Roman father. 

LExit Donglas. 
This marriage was my work, and thus Im pu- 
niſh'd! | 

Enter E L WIN A. 

Ele, Where is wy father? let me fly to meet 
- him, 
O let me claſp his venerable knees, 
And die of joy in his beloy'd embrace. 

Raby. (avoiding her embrace) Elwina ! 

Elw. And. is that all? ſo cold? 

Raby. 0 Hernly.) Elwina ! | 

Ekv. Then 'm undone indeed! How fern his 

looks ! 
I will 


ren 19 
I will not be repuls'd, I am pour child, 
The child of that dear mother you ador d; 
You ſhall not throw me off, I will grow here, 
And, like the patriarch, wreſtle for a bleſſing. 
Ravy. (holding ber from him.) Before I take thee 
in theſe aged arms, 
Preſs thee with tranſport to this beating heart, 
And give a looſe to all a parent's fondneſs, 
Anſwer, and ſee thou anſwer me as truly 
As if the dread enquiry came from beav'n : 
Does no interior ſenſe of guilt confound: thee? 
Canſt thou lay all thy naked ſoul before me ? 
Can thy unconſcious eye encounter mine? 
Canſt thou endure the probe, and never ſhrink ? 
Can thy firm hand meet mine and never tremble ? 
Art thou prepar'd to meet the rigid judge? 
Or to embrace the fond, the melting father? 
Ede, Myſterious hea vn i to what am Ireſervꝰ d? 
Raby. Shou d ſome raſh man, re * of thy 


fame, 
And in defiance of thy marriage Vows, 
Preſume to plead a guilty paſſion for thee, 
What woud'ſt thou do? 
Ela. What honour bids me do. a 
Raby. Come to my arms! BA keg enibrace 
Ela. My father ! 
Raby. Yes, Elwina, | | 
Thou art my child—thy mother's perfect! image. 
Elio. Forgive theſe tears of mingled Joy and 
doubt 5 
For why that Queſtion ? who would ew to pleaſe 
The deſolate Elwina ? | 
Raby. But if any 
Should P prefume, can'ft thou refolve to bats Kas 
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} Did my weak ſoul break out in fond complaints? 
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Whate'er his name, whate'er his pride of blood, 


Whate' er his former rs fate ze of 
El. Hal! 73 Wh alt 390 


Raby. Doft £7 ah later? Have a ends: Elwinac 
Elww. Sir, do not fear me; am 1 not your 
daughter? | 
Ray. Thou haſt a higher claim _ thy ho- 
. nour ;3 f 


Thou art Earl Douglas wife 


Elu. (wee ps.) 1 am indeed! 
_ Rady. Unhappy Douglas! 
Elw. Has he then complain'd? 


Has he pre ſum'd to fully my white fame ? | 


Raby. He knows that Percy- 
Ele. Was my deſtin'd huſband ; | 
By your own promiſe mine, a father's promiſe, 
And by a tie more ſtrong, more ſacred ſtill, 
Mine, by the faſt firm bond of mutual love, 
Raby. Now, by my fears, thy huſband told me 
truth. | 
Elw. If he has told thee that thy only child 
Was forc'd, a helpleſs victim to the altar, 
Torn from his arms, who had her virgin heart, 
And forc'd to make falſe vows to one ſhe hated, 


Then, I confeſs, that he has told thee truth. _ 


Raby. Her words are barbed arrows in my heart. 
But 'tis too late. (Had) Thou es wppoimed 
Harcourt 


To fee thee here by Realth 3 in \ Douglas abſence. 


Elw. No, by my life, nor knew I till this mo- 
e e EBT | 


That Harcourt was retum d. Was i it for his 


I taught my heart to ſtruggle with its feelings ?. : 


Was it for this I bore-my wrongs. in filence ? | 


When the fond ties of early; love were broken, 


Did 


C E 


Did I reproach thee? Did I call thee cruel? '- 
No—T1 endur'd it all; and weary'd heaven 
To bleſs the father who deſtroy'd WF _ | 


Enter Me2nncnm 


V My bond, A [AMY Sir Hubert 1 thiol, 
But newly landed from the 15 Ways 5 5 b 
Intreats admittance.- | ; 
. - - Raby. Let. the. warrior enter. [Exit M ee, | 
All private intereſts fink at his- approach ; | 
All ſelfiſh cares be for àa moment baniſh'd . 
ve now no child, no kindred, but my country. ; 
Elw. Weak heart be ſtill, for 1 5 haſt thou 1 
| fear 2 | 1 
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Enter Sir Hu BY K Te 


Ruby, Walcome, thou gallant kaight; Sir Has | 
bert, welcome! = 
Welcome to Raby- Caſtle edn one word, 

Is the king:ſafe ? Is Paleſtine ſubdued ? 1 , 

Sir Hubs, The 2 805 Is. OM nd Palefine fub- 

*% dued: py 5 5 | . 
Raby. Bleſt be 35 god of armies?! Now, ” 
Hubert, 

By all the ſaints thou'rt a 1 noble kocht! 

O why was I too old for this cruſade? f 

I think it wou'd have made me young again, 
Cou'd I, like thee, have ſeen the hated Creſcent, 
Yield to the Chriſtian croſs.—-How now, Elwina !” 
What! cold at news which might awake che dead! 

If there's a drop in thy degenerate. veins _ 
That glows-not now, thou art not Raby's daughter. 

It is religion's eauſe, the cauſe of heav'n ! 

Ekv, When policy aſſumes religion's dame, 
And wears the fanQimonious garb of faith, 
Ol 
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Only to colour fraud, and licenſe e 
War then is tenfold guilt. 
Raby. Bla ſpheming girl ! 
Ehkv. Tis not the crofier, nor the ponti®'s robe, 


The faintly look, nor ele vated eye, 
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Nor Paleſtine deſtroy'd, nor Jordan's banks 
Delug'd with blood of ſlaughter' d infidels, 
No, nor th' extinction of the Eaſtern world, 
Nor all the mad, pernicious, bigot rage, 
Of your cruſades, can bribe that pow'r, who fees 
The motive with the act. O blind to thick 
That cruel war can pleaſe the prince of peace! 
He who erects bis altar in the heart, 
Abhors the ſacrifice of human blood, 
And all the falſe devotion of that zeal, 
Which maſſacres the world he died to ſave, 
Raby. O impious rage ! f thou Wos ft ſhun my 
curſe, - 
No more, I charge thee. — Tal me, good Sir 
Hubert, | 
Say, have our arms atchievd this glarious deed, 
(I fear to aſk) without —— blood ſhed ? 
Elw. Now, heaven ſupport me! [Ala 
Hub. My good lord of Raby, - . 
Imperfea | is the ſum of human glory i 
Wou'd I cou'd tell thee that the field was won, 
Without the death of ſuch illuftrious knights, 
whe make the bigh-fluſh'd cheek of victory pale. 
Ew. Why ſhou'd I tremble r i ds. 
Raby. Who have we loſt? . | 
Hub. The noble Clifford, Watfngbac, and 5 


Grey, 
Sir Harry Haſtings, and Ts Ri Pembroke. 
All men of choiceſt note. % 
Raby. O that my name , 


Had been enroll'd in ſuch à liſt of heroes ! 3 
n | © If 
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If I was too infirm to ſerve my country, 
I might have prov'd my love by dying for her. 

Ely. Were there no-more ? 

Hub. But few of noble blood. 

But the brave youth who gain'd the palm of glory, 
The flower of knighthood, and the plume of Wars 
Who bore his banner foremoſt in the field, 
Yet conquer'd more by mercy than the ſword, 
Was Percy. 

Elo. Then he lives! | Td 

Raby. Did he? Did Percy? . 
O gallant boy, then I'm thy foe no more; 

Who conquers for my country is my friend ! 
His fame ſhall add new glorips to a houſe, 
Where never maid was falſe, nor knight W 

Hub. You do embalm him, lady, with your teats: 

They grace the grave of glory where he lies. 
He died the death of honour, 

Ekv. Said'ſt thou died? 

Hub. Beneath the towers of Solyma be fell. 

Elw. Oh! 

Hub. Look to the lady. (Ehwina faints in her 

father's arms.) 

Raby. Gentle knight, retire—— | 
"Tis an infitmity of nature in her, — 
She ever mourns at any tale of blond, 

She will be well anon mean time, Sit Hubert, 
Yow' grace our caltle with your friendly ſojourn: 

Hub. J muſt return with ſpeed—health to the 

es, [Exit Hubert; 

Raby. Look up, Elwina. IE her huſband? 

come 
Yet ſhe revives not. 


— 


Enter 


5:24 F 
Enter Do uo LA. 
Doug. Ha——Elwina fainting ? - 
My lord, I fear you have too harſhly chid her. 
Her gentle nature could not brook your ſteruneſs. 
She wakes, ſhe ſtirs, ſhe feels returning life. 
My love! 33 takes ber hand. 
Eu. O Percy! | 
Doug. (Starts.) Do my ſenfes fail me ? 
El. My Percy, tis Elwina calls. 
Doug. Hell, hell! _ 
Raby. Retire a while, my daughter. 
Elw. Douglas here! 
My father and my huſband .O for pity. | 
[Exit Elꝛuina, caſting a loo of anguiſh on both. 
Doug. Now, now confeſs ſhe well deſerves 100 
vengeance! 
Before my face to call upon my foe ! | | 
Raty. Upon a foe who has | no power to hurt 
| „ EE... 
_ Earl] Percy's lain, 
Dang. I live again. Bot bold * 
Did ſhe not weep? ſhe did, and wept for Percy. 
If ſhe laments him, he's my rival till, 
And not the grave can bury niy reſentment. 
Raby, The truly brave are ſtill the truly gen'rous; 
Now, Douglas, is the time to prove thee both. 
If it be true that ſhe did once love Percy, 
Thou haſt no more to fear, ſince he is dead. 
Releaſe young Harcourt, let him ſee Elwina, 
*Twill ſerve a double purpoſe, *twill at once 
Prove Percy's death and thy unchang'd affection. 
Be gentle to my child, and win her heart, 
By confidence, and unreproaching love. 


Doug. 


— 
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Doug. By heay n thou counſer' well: it ſhall 
be done. N 
Go ſet him free, and let him have admittance 
To my Elwina's preſence, | _ 
Katy. Farewel, Douglas. 
Shew thou Wa * aan and ſhe'll prove ſo. 
5 Lat Raby. 
Doug. Northumberland" is dead—that thought 


is peace! 
Her heart may yet be mine, rranſporting, hope! 
Percy was gentle, ev'n a foe avows it, 
And Tl be milder than a fummer's br 
Ves, thou mpſt lovely, moſt ador d of women, 
I'll copy every virtue, every grace, 1 
Of my bleſs'd rival, happier ev n in dean 
To de thus lor'd, than bags be e 
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Hub. WAT dy we | nd is 0 in 
ö "fafer, IKY T9 
More joys my fouf. "than all ibs Anh conqueſt 
That ſon 'beheld, which rofe on Syria's ruin. 
Fer. I've told thee, good Sir Hubert, by what 
wonder 
I was preſerv'd, tho' number'd with the ſain. 
Hub. Twas ſtrange indeed ! 
Fer. Twas heav'n's immediate work | 
Bur let me now indulge a dearer joy, bs 
Talk of a richer gift of Mercy's hand; of 
A gift ſo precious to my doating, heart, 
That life preſery'd is but a fecond bleſſing... 
O Hubert, let my ſoul indulge its ſoftneſs !. 
The hour, the ſpot, is facred to Elwina. 
This was her fav'rite walk; I well remember, 
(For who forgets that loves as I have lov'd ?) 
Twas in that very bower ſhe gave this ſcarf, 
Wrought by the hand of love ; ſhe bound it on, 
And, ſmiling, cried, Whate'er befal us, Percy, 
Be this the ſacred pledge of faith detween us. 
I knelt, and OT, e pow'r to . | 
« | 0 


JF. _ | 
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Notime, nor circumſtance, fhou'd force it ſrem me! 
But I wou'd loſe my life and that — | 
Here I repeat my vow. 

Hub. Is this the man 
Beneath whoſe fingle arm an hoſt was cruſh'd 7 
He, at whoſe name the Saracen tutn'd pale ? 

And when he fell, victorious atmies wept, | 
And mourn'd a conqueſt they had bought ſo dear ? 
How has he chang'd the trumpet's martial nete, 
And all the ſtirring clangor of the war, 

For the ſoft melting of the lover's ute!” 
Why are thine eyes {till bent upon the bewer ? 

Per, O Hubert, Hubert, to a ſdul ennmouf d, 
There is a ſort of local fympathy; 

Which, when we view the ſcenes of early paſſion; . 
Paints the bright image of the object loyd 

In ſtronger colours, than remoter feenes - 

Cou'd ever paint it, realizes ſhade, - 

Dreſſes it up in all the charms it wore.” 

Talks to it nearer, frames it anſwers kinder, - 

Gives form to fancy, and embodies thought. 

Hub. I ſhould not be believ'd-ih Percy's camp, 
If I ſhov'd tell them that their galfant leader, 
The thunder of the war, the bold Northumberland, 
Renouncing Mars; difl8lv'd in amorous wiſhes, . 
Loiter'd in Thades, and pin'd in roſy bowers, 

To catch a tranſient glance of two bright eyes. 

Per. Enough of conqueſt, and enough of toy / 
Ambition's cloy'd—the heart reſumes its rights. 
When England's king, and England's good re- 

quir'd, 
This arm not idly the keen falchion brandifh'd-; 
Enough —for vaunting miſbecomes a ſoldier. | 
I live, I am return'd—ani near EIwina! 
Seeft theu thoſe turrets 2 Yes, that caftle hold hers 
But wherefore tell thee this? for thou baſt ſeen her. 
How 
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bio look'd, what ſaid ſhe ? Did ſhe hear the tale 
Of my imagin'd death without emotion? 
Hub. Percy, thou haſt ſeen the muſk-roſe newly 
blown, t 
Diſcloſe i its baſnful bennties d to 1 fan; TORT 
Till an unfriendly, chilling ſtorm deſcended, 
Cruſh'd all its bluſhing glories in their prime, 
Bow'd its fair head, and blaſted all its ſweetneſs, 
So droop'd- the maid, beneath the cruel weight 
Of my ſad talGee. a 
Per. So der, and ſo true! " | 
Hub. I left her fainting i in her father's arms, 
The dying flower yet hanging on the tres. 
Ev'n Raby melted at the news I brought, 
And envy'd thee thy glory. 
Per. Then I am bleſt! 
His hate ſubdued, I've nothing more to . 
Hub. My embaſſy diſpatch'd, I left the caſtle, 
Nor ſpoke to any of Lord Raby's houſehold,- 
For fear the king ſhou'd chide the tardineſs 
Of my return. My joy to find you Ine, 5 
Lou have already heard. Tp 
Per. But where is Harcourt? - 
Ere this he ſhou'd have ſeen her, told "FA al, 
How I ſurviv'd, return'd, and how I love ! 
[ tremble at the near approach of bliſs, 
And ſcarcely can ſuſtain the joy which waits me. 
Hub. Grant, heaven, the fair-one prove but half 
ſeo true! | E 
Per, O ſhe is truth ſelf 1 
Hub. She may be chang'd, 
Spite of her tears, her fainting, and alarms. 
I know the ſex, know them as nature made em, 
Not ſuch as lovers wiſh, and poets feign. | 
Per. To doubt her virtue were ſuſpeQing heaven, 
:Twere little leſs FA: 2 bp 


— 


Ad 


= 


Pp. EE N W ↄ 20 


And yet I tremble, Why does terror ſhake 
Theſe firm-ſtrung nerves ? But *twill be ever thus, 
When fate prepares us more than mortal bliſs, - 
And gives us only human ſtrength to bear it. 

Hub. What beam of brightoeſs breaks thro? Ton- 

deer gloom? 

Per, Hubert—ſhe. comes? By all my hopes, 6 we 

„ | | 
'Tis ſhe—the bliſsful viſion is Elwina !_ 


But ah! What mean thoſe tears ?—She weeps for 


me | E437) 
© tranſport !—Go.—TIl liſten unobſery'd . 
And for a moment taſte the precious . 
The: banquet of a tear which falls for love. . 
Exit Sir Huber. 
lle t gaes into the Boawer.. 


Enter ELWINA. 


Ely. Shall I not weep, and bave 1 then no cauſe] | 
If I cou'd break th? eternal. bands of death, | 
And wrench, the ſceptre from his | iron graſp; ” 
If I cou'd bid the yawnjng ſepulchre | : 
Reſtore to life its long committed duſt ; 

If I cou'd, teach the ſlaught'ring band of v war, 
To give me back my dear, my murder d Percy, .. 
Then 1 indeed might once more ceaſe to weep. 

T Percy comes out of the Bower, 

Fr. Then ceaſe, for Percy lives. "IM 1 

Elau. Protect me, heavin! _ - I 

Per, O joy unſpeakable ! MW hits x my love! .. 
End of my toils, and crown of all my cares l 
Kind as conſenting peace, as conqueſt bright, 
Dearer than arms, and lovelier than Revs | 

Ehy. It is his voice—it is, it is * et. 
And doſt thou live? 

Fr. 1 never liv'd till now. Fog 
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Elio. And did my ſighs, and did my forrows 
reach thee? 
And. art thou come at laſt to dry my tears ? 
How didſt thou ſcape the fury of the foe? 

Nr. Thy guardian genius hover'd o' er the field, 
And turn'd the hoſtile ſpear from Percy's breaſt, 
Left thy fair image ſhou'd be wounded there. 
But Harcourt ſhould have told thee all my fate, 
How I ſurviv d- | 

Eben. Alas l Thave not Teen him. 
Oh! I have ſuffer'd much. 

Fer. Of that no more; 
For every minute of ont future lives, 
Shall be ſo bleſs'd, that we will learn to worden, 
Hon we could ever think we were unhappy. 

Nu. Percy I cannot fpeax. 

Fer. Thoſe tears haw eloquent !- 

I would not change this motionleſs, mute joy. 

For the ſweet ſtrains of angels: I look down, | 
With pity on the reſt of human kind, 

However great may be their fame or happineſs, 8 
And think” their niggard Fate has giv'n them no- 


thing, 
Not giving ihee; or grantig Hine ſmall blelfing, 
' Denies them my capacity to eel it, 1 


Et. Alas 1 What mean you ? 

Fer. Can I ſpeak my meaning? 
Tis of ſuch magnitude that words wou wd wrong i it; 
But ſurely my Elwing's faithful boſom, 
Shou'd'bear in kind reſponſes of deli ht, 
And feel, but never queſtion what 1 mean. 


Elz. Hold, hold, wy heart, thou bak much more 
to ſuffer f 


Per. Let the flow form, and tedivii ceremony 

Wait on the ſplendid victims of ambition. 
Love ſys for none of theſe, Thy father's ſofiet'd, 
: | 6: ON 
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He will forget the fatal Cheviot Chace; 
Raby is brave, and I have ſerv'd my country ; 
I wou'd not boaſt, it was for thee 1 conquer d. 
Then come, my love. 
Ehkw. O never, never, never. 7 
Per. Am I awake? Is that Elwina's voice? 
Elo. Percy, thou moft «dor'd-——and moſt de- 
__ ceived! 
If ever fortitude ſuftaind thy ſoul, 4 
Whea vulgar minds have ſunk beneath the firdke, 
Let thy imperial ſpirit now ſupport thee.—— - 
If thou canſt be ſo wondrous merciful, | 
Do not, O do not cutfe me But thowwilt, | 
Thou muſt for I have done a fearful deed, 
A deed of wild deſpair, a deed of horror. 0 
I am, I am- : 
Fer. Speak, fay what art thou ! 
Eu. Matried. Met | 
Per. Oh! 
_ Ebw. Percy, 1 I think T begg'd 5 to eule | 
En | 
But now I do revcke the fond petition. | 
Speak ! Eaſe thy burſting foul; reproach, upbmid, 
Oferwhela me with thy wrongs —TIl bear it all. 
Fer. 1 6 , thou earth, and hide me roms ker. 
= BY 
Didſt Na not bid- me curſe thee 2 phe 
Ew. Mercy 1 mercy} . „ 
Fer. And have Lage the Saracen $ fell Ford, 
Only to periſh by Ewing's guilt ? WR Mot 
1 wou'd haye bar'd my boſom to the for 3 
I wou'd have died, had but known you wiſh' d it. 
Elu. Percy, I lev'd thee moſt when moſt I 
| wrong'd thee : 
Yes, by theſe tears I did. 


Pex, | 
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Fer. Married! Juſt . gf: 
Married! To whom? Yet wherefore wou 1 
. know? . _ | 
It cannot add freſh horrors to thy crime, | 
Or my deſtruction. 5 
El. Oh I. twill add to both. 
How ſhall I tell? Prepare for ſomething dend 
ful. 
Haſt thou not heard of—Douglas 'F 
Fer, Why, tis well“ : 
Thou awful power, why waſte thy wrath on me ? 
Why arm omnipotence to cruſh a worm : ht 
I could: have fall'n without this waſte of ruin. N 
| Married to Douglas! By. my wrongs I like it ae 
'Tis perfidy compleat, tis finiſh'd falſchood, | 
TDis adding freſh perdition to the fin, 
And filling up the meaſure of offence !- 
El. Oh! Twas my father's vey, He made 
his child | & 
An inſtrument of vengeance on thy head. + 
He wept and threaten'd, ſooth d me, and com- 
manded. 
Per. And you complied, 'moſt dufeoutly complied! | 
Ehky. I cou'd withſtand his fury ; but his tears, 
Ah, they undid me! Percy, doſt thou Know. 
The cruel tyranny of tenderneſs? _ 
Haſt thou e'er felt a father's warm embrace 2 
Haſt thou e'er ſeen a father's flowing tears; 
And known that thou cou'dft wipe thoſe tears 
t : "away? ' $ 4 5 = w 
If thou haſt felt, and haſt refifted theſe, | 
Then thou may'ſt curfe my weakneſs ; but if not, 
Thou cankt not pity, for 4808 EN not Jud ge. 
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A 3 
Per. Let me not hear the muſic of thy voice, 
Or I ſhall love thee ſtill; I ſhall forget 
Thuy fatal marriage, and my ſavage wrongs. 
Eky, Doſt thou not hate me, Percy? 
Fer. Hate thee! Yes, 
As dying martyrs hate the righteous cauſe 
Of that bleſs'd power for whom they bleed bate 
thee. 


117 by, look at each ehe in 2 agony. 
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Har. Forgive, my lord, your faithful haight— 
Fr. Come, Harcourt, 
Come and behold the wretch who once was 
Percy. 5 : 
Har. With grief Pve learn'd the whole r 
tale, | 
Earl Douglas, whoſe fubpicion never flee 
Per, What, is the tyrant jealous? 
Elw. Hear him, Percy. 
Per. I will command my rage=Ga on. 
Har. Earl Douglas 
Knew by my arms, and my accoutrements, 
That I belong'd to you; he queſtion'd much, 
And much he menac'd me, but both alike 
In vain, he then arreſted and confin'd me. 
Per. Arreſt my knight! The Scot ſhall gelber! it. 
Ely. How came you now releas d? | 
Har. Your noble father 
Obtain'd my freedom, having learn'd from Hu- 
bert. 
The news s of head 5 death, The good old lord, 


Hearing 
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Hearing the king's return, has left the caſtle 
To do him homage, 
Sir, you had beſt retire 3 - {To Perey, 
Your ſafety is endanger'd by your ſtay. 
I fear ſhou'd Douglas know=—— 
Per. Shou'd Douglas know! | 
Why what new magic's inthe name of Douglas, 
That it ſhou'd ſtrike Northumberland with fear? 
Go, ſeek the havghty Scot, and tell him no 
Conduct me to his preſence. 
Elkw. Percy, hold; 
Think not tis Douglas ti — 

Rr. I know it well, 

Thou mean'ſt to tell me *tis Elwina's hotband | 3 
But that inflames me to ſuperior madneſs. 

This happy huſband, this triumphant Douglas, 
Stall not inſult my wiſery' with his bliſs, 
I'll blaſt the golden promiſe of his joys. 
Conduct ma to him—nay, I will have way 
Come, let us feek this huſband. 

Eky. Percy, hear me. 
When I was robb'd of all my pence of mind, 
My cruel fortune left me ſtill one bleſſing, 
One ſqlitary blefſing to-confole me; 

It was my fame. Tis a rich jewel, Percy, 

And I muſt keep it ſpoileſs, and unſoiPd : 

But thou would'ſt plunder what e'en 9 
ſpar'd, 

And rob this fingle gem of all its brightneſs, 

Fer. Go—thou waſt born to rule the fate of 

Percy. 

Thou art my conqueror ſtill. 

Elw. What noiſe is that? 

[Harcourt goes to the 2 of the Stage. 


Per. © 
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Per. Why art thou thus alarm'd.? | 
El. Alas! I feel 
The cawardice and terrors ofthe wicked , 
Without their ſenſe of guilt, 
Har. My lord, *tis Dauglas. 
Elw. Fly, Percy, and for ever. 
Per. Fly from Douglas! 
Ek. Then ſtay, barbarian, and at once de- 


My life and fame. | 
Per. That thought is death. I go.. 

My hanour to thy dearer þonour yields. 
Ehy. Vet, yet thou art not gone! 


Per. Farewel, farewel! | Exit Arey. 
Elw. I dare not meet the ſearching eye of 
Douglas, ; 


I muſt conceal my terror, 
[Douglas at the Side with bis . drawn, 
Edric bolds him, | 
Doug. Give me way. 
Ear. Thou ſhalt not enter. 
Dag. (Siruggliag avith Edrie, ) 
If there were noqhell, 
It wou'd defraud my Vengeance of its edge, 
And he ſhou'd live. 
[ Breaks from Edric and. comes forward 
cursd chance! He is not here. 
Lu. Let us retire, my friend, the ſtorm is up, 
dare not meet its fury. 
Doug. See, ſhe flies | 
With ev'ry mark of guik. Go ſearch the bow'r, 
[Afide to Edric. 


He 
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He ſhall not thus eſcape. Madam, return. [Ahbud, 
| Now, honeſt Douglas, learn of her to feign. [Afide. 
- Alone, Elwina? Who juſt parted hence? 


[With affeted compoſure. 
Elw. My lord, 'twas Harcourt; ſure you muſt 
| bave met him, 
| Doug. O exquiſite difſembler Noe one elſe? 
Elw. My lord! 
Doug. How I enjoy her criminal confuſion 


You tremble, madam. > : 
Elw. Wherefore ſhou'd I TEL 


By your permiſſion Harcourt was admitted ; 


*T was no myſterious, ſecret introduction. 

Doug. And yet you ſeem alarm'd. If Harcourt's 
_ preſence 

Thus agitates each nerve, makes ev "ry pulſe 

Thus wildly throb, and the warm tides of blood, 


Mount inquick ruſhing tumults to your cheek ; 


If friendſhip can excite ſuch ſtrong emotions, 
What tremors had a lover's Inns caus we 
Elkwv. Ungenerous man! 5 8 
Doug. I feaſt upon her terrors. en. 
The ſtory of his death was well Ebert, 17 o ber. 
But it affects not me; I have a wife, 


Compar'd with whom cold Dian was. unchaſte. 


[Takes her hand. 


But mark me a ee it concerns not you 
If there's a ſin more deeply black than others, 


Diſtinguiſh'd from the liſt of common crimes, 


A legion in itſelf, and doubly dedr.. — 


To _ dark prince of hell, it is - hypocriſy. 
Ns [Throws her from him, and exit. 


> Elau. 
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Ela. Yes, I will bear his fearful indignation ! 
Thou melting heart, be firm as adamant ; 
Ye ſhatter'd nerves, be ſtrung with manly force, 
That I may conquer all my ſex's weakneſs ; 
Nor let this bleeding boſom lodge one thought, 
Cheriſh one wiſh, or harbour one deſire, 
That angels may not hear, and Douglas know, 


End of the Third 48. 
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kater Dover as, 4 fevord drawn and ER in 
one hand, and in the other a letter. a 
| wounded. 


13 Tarros, no more. This letter eds 
thy office, 
Twice haſt thou robbed me of my dears revenge. 
T took thee for thy leader, —Thy baſe. blood 
Wou' d ſtain the noble temper of my ſword, 
But as the pander to thy maſter's luſt, 
Thou juftly falbſt by a wrong' d huſband's a 
Har. Thy wife is innocent. 
Doug. Take him away. 
Har. Percy, e my fall! 
[Guards bear Harcourt i in. 
: Doug. Now for the letter! 
He begs once more to ſee her—ſo tis plain 
They have already met hut to the reſt—— 
| Read, 
In vain you wiſh me to reſtore the wart, 
Dear pledge of love, while I have life Vl wear it, 
Tis next my heart; no power ſhall force it 
thence, RE | 
- Whene'er you ſee it in another's hand. 
Conclude me dead „Au curſes on them both ! 
How 
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How tamely I peruſe my ſhame ! But thus, 
Thus, let me tear the guilty characters 
Which regiſter my infamy. And thus, 
Thus wou'd I ſcatter. to the winds of heav'n, | 


The vile complotters of my foul diſhonour. 
[Tears the letter in — agitairon. 


Enter Evac. 


Edr. My em. 
Doug. (In the utmeft 4. not la 240 The 
ſcarf! 
Edr. Lord Douglas. | 
Doug. (Still nos hearing him) Yes, the ſcarf! 
Percy, I thank thee for the glorious thought ! 
P11 cheriſh it; 'twill ſweeten all my pangs, 
And add a higber reliſh'to-revenge! 
Ear. My lord! 
Doug. How, Edric here? 
Ede. What new diſtreſs ? e 
Doug. Doſt thou expect I ſhou'd recount my 
- ſhame? 
Dwell on each circumſtance of my diſgrace, 
And ſwell wy infamy into a tale? 
Rage will not let me. - But my wife is falſe. 
Edr. Art thou convinc'd ? 
Doug. The chronicles of hell 
Cannot produce a falſer. But what news 
Of her curs'd paramour ? 
Ear. He has eſcap'd. 
Doug. Haſt thou examin'd ev'ry avenue? 
Each ſpot? The grove? The bower, her wy 
| rite haunt ? 
Edr. Pye ſearch'd them all, 
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Doug. He ſhall be yet purſu d. 
Set guards at every gate Let none depart, 
Or gain admittance here without my knowledge. 
Ear. What can their purpoſe be ? 
Doug. Is it not clear? © | 
Harcourt has rais d his arm 80 my life ? 

He fail'd; the blow is now reſerv'd for Percy ? 
Then with his {word freſh recking from my heart, 
He'll revel with that wanton o'er my tomb; . _ 
Nor will he bring her ought ſhe'll hold ſo dear, 
As the curs'd hand with which he flew her huſband, 

But he ſhall die! Ill drown my rage in blood, 
Which I will offer as a rich libation, ; 
On thy infernal Gear, 220 revenge ! 
| [Exexn?. 


80 0 E N. E. changer to the Garden, Fo 


Enter EL wWIxA. 3 


Ehw. Each avenue is ſo beſet with guards, | 
And Iynx-ey'd jealoufy ſo broad awake, 
He cannot paſs unſeen, Protect Ws heav 0 ! * 


nter By ATH A; 


My Birtha, is he ſafe? Has he eſgapd? 

Birth. I know not. I dispatch di eung Harcourt 

to bim, | | 

To bid him quit the caſtle, as you order'd, 

Reſtore the ſcarf, and never ſee you more. 

But how the hard in junction was receiv'd, 

Or what has happened ſince, I'm yet to cd; 
El. O, when ſhall be eas'd of all my cares, 
And in the quiet boſom of the grave 

Lay down this weary head ?—TI'm fick at heart! [ 


Sbou'd Douglas intercept his fligbt? | 
Birth. 
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Birth. Be als; 
Douglas this very moment left the Caſtle, 
With ſeeming peace. 
Elw.- Ah, then indeed there's danger! 
Birtha, whene” er Suſpicion feigns to ſleep, 
Tis but to make its careleſs prey ſecure. 
Birth. Shou'd Percy once again entreat to ſee 
thee, 
'Twere beſt admit him ; from thy lips alone, | 
He will ſubmit to hear bis final doom 
Of everlaſting exile. 
Ele. Birtha, no: 
If honour wou'd allow the wife of Douglas 
To meet his rival, yet I durſt not do it. 
Percy! tod much this rebel heart is thine : 
Too deeply ſhould I feel each pang' I gave: 
I cannot hate—but I will baniſh thee. 
Inexorable duty, O forgive, 
If T can do no more! 
Birth. If he remains, 
As I ſuſpec, within the caſtle walls, 
*Twere beſt I ſought him out, 
El. Then tell him, Birtha, 
But Oh ! with gentleneſs, with mercy tell bim, - 
That we muſt never, never meet again. 
The purport of thy tale muſt be ſevere, 
But let thy tenderneſs embalm the Wound 
My virtue gives. O ſoften his deſpair ; | 
But ſay—we meet no more. 


— 


Enter PERCY. 


Raſh man, he's here 1 
[She attempts to go, he fa her hand. 
Per. I will be heard; nay, fly not; 1 "a ſpeak ; 
Loſas I am, I will TA be denied 
The mournful conſolation to complain: | 
C Faw. 


* 
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El. Percy, I charge thee, leave me. 
Fer. Tyrant, no! 
I bluſh at my obedience, bluſh to think 
1 left thee here alone to brave the danger 
1 now return to ſhare. 
El. That danger's paſt : 
Douglas was ſoon appeas'd ; he nothing knows. 
Then leave me, I conjure thee, nor aguin 
Endanger my repoſe. Vet, ere thou goeſt, 
Reſtore the ſcarf, _ 3 . 
Per. Unkind Elwina, never. 
"Tis all that's left me of my buried joys : 
All, which reminds me that I once was happy. 
My letter told thee I wou'd ne' er reſtore it. 
Ela. Letter! what letter? 
Per. That I ſent by Harcourt. | 
Ekw, Which I have ne'er receiv'd. Dovg'as 
perhaps. 
Who knows? 
Birth, Harcourt, 1 elude his watohfulneſs, 
Might prudently retire. 
Elw. Grant, heav'n it prove ſo. 
[Etevina going, Percy helds ber, 
Per. Hear me, Elwina; the moſt ſavage honour 
- Forbids not that povr grace. 
Elw. It bids me fly thee. 
Per. Then ere thou goe'ſt, if we lord muſt 
art, 
To eh the horrors of eternal nate. : 
Say but—thou pity'ſt me 
Elw. (weeps.) O Percy—pity thee ! 
Imperious honour !—ſurely I may pity him. 
Yet, wherefore pity ? no, 1 envy thee : 
For thou haſt till the liberty to weep, 
| In thee *twill be no crime; thy tears ate guiltleſs, 


For they infringe no duty, Rain no honour, : 
| An 
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And blot no vow : But mine are criminal, 
Are drops of ſhame which waſh the cheek of guilt, 
And every tear I ſhed diſhonours Douglas. 
Per, 1 ſwear my Jealous love een grudges thee 
Thy ſad pre-eminence in wretchedneſs. 
Elks. Rouſe, rouſe, my ſumb'ring virtue! Percy, 
hear me. 
Heav'n, when it gives ſuch rſs fouls as 
thine, - 
Still gives as great oeciſions to exert them. 
If thou waſt form'd ſo noble, great, and gen'rous, 
'Twas to ſurmount the paſſions which enflave 
The groſs of humankind.— Then think, O think, 
She, whom thou once didſt love, is now another's. 
Fr. Go on— and tell me that that other's 
Douglas, 
Elw, Whate'er his name, he claims reſpect from 
me: 
His honour's in my keeping, and I hold 
The truſt ſo pure, its ſanctity is hurt, 
Ev'n by thy preſence. 
Per. Thou again haft conquer'd. . 
Celeſtial virtue, like the angel-fpirit, 
Whoſe flaming ſword defended Paradiſe, 
Stands guard on ev'ry charm—Elwina, yes, 
To triumph over Douglas, we'll be virtuous. 


Elu. 98 not enough to be,—we muſt appear 
"6 


Gret fouls diſdain the ſhadow of offence, 
Nor muſt their whitenefs wear the ſtain of guilt. 
Per. I ſhall retraQ—l dare not gaze upon thee z - 
My feeble virtue ſtaggers, and again 
The fiends of jealouſy torment and haunt me. 
They tear wy heart-ſtrings.— Oh! 1 
e El. 
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Ele. No more ; 
But ſpare my iojur d honour the dent 
To vindicate itſelf. 
Fer. But love! . | 4 
Ehkv. But glory! / 
Per. Enough! a ray of thy ſublimer hit, ä 
Has warm'd my dying honour to a flame 
One effort, and tis done. The world ſhall ſay, 
When they ſhall ſpeak of my diſaſtrous love, 
Percy deſerv'd Elwina, though he loſt her. 
Fond tears, blind me not yet! alittle longer, 
Let my fad eyes a little longer gaze, i 
And leave their laſt beams here. , 
Ela. (turns from him.) I do not weep. 
Per. Not weep! Then 725 thoſe eyes avoiding. 
mine ? 
And why that broken voice. 2 thoſe n ac- 
cents ? 
That ſigh which rends my ſoul-? 
Elw. No more, no mare, 1 50 
Fer. That pang decides it. Come — III die at 
23 
Thou pow'r ſupreme ! take all the length of days, 
And all the bleſſings kept in ſtore for me, 
And add to her account. Vet turn once more, 
One little look, one laſt, ſhort glimpſe of day. _ 
And then a long dark night. ——Hold, hold, my 
heart, 
O break not yet, while I behold ber ſweetneſs ; 
For after this dear, mournful, tender moment, 
I ſhall have nothing more to do with life. 
Elu. I do conjure thee go. 
Fer. Tis terrible to nature! 
With pangs like theſe the foul and body part! 
And thus, but Oh, with far leſs agony, 5 
. | e 
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The poor departing wretch ſtill graſps at being, 
Thus clings to life, thus dreads the dark unknown, 
Thus ſtruggles to the laſt to keep his hold; 
Ad when the dire convulſive groan of death 
Diſlodges the ſad ſpiri—thus it ſtays, 
And fondly hovers o' er the form it lov'd. 
Once, and no more —farewel ! 
Eluu. For ever (They los at each other for ſome 
time, then) ; [Exit Percy. 
. After a pauſe. 
Tis paſt-the confliQs paſt! retire, my Birtha, 
I wou'd addreſs me to the throne of grace. 
Birth. May heav'n reſtore that peace thy boſom: 
wants d | [Exit Birtha:: 
Flv. (kneels) Lock down, thou awful, heart-in- 
ſpecting judge, 
Look down, with mercy, on thy erring creature, 
And teach my ſoul the lowlineſs it needs 
And if ſome ſad remains of human weakneſs, 
Shou'd ſometimes mingle with my beſt reſolves, - 
O breathe tby ſpirit on this wayward heart, 
And teach me to repent th' intruding fin, -. 
In its firft birth of thought! | Noiſe -without. 
What noiſe is that? | 
The claſlr of ſwords! Shou'd Donglas be return's ? 


Enter DoucLas:andPERrCY Agbting. 


Doug. Vield, villain, yield. 
Fer. Not till this good right arm 
Shall fail its maſter, 
Doug. This to thy heart then. 
Per. Defend thy own, (T hey fight. Perey aiſarms 
Douglas.) 

Doug. Confuſion, death, and hell! 

Zar. (Without) 1 85 way I heard the noiſe. 
Enter 
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(Enter Eqdric and many. Knights and Guards 8 a 
| every part of the Stage.) 

Per, Curs'd treachery ! 

But dearly will I ſell my life. | % , 
Doug. Seize on him. 

Per. I'm taken in the toils, 

(Percy is ſurrounded by Guards, awho take bi Sword) 
Dang. In the curs'd ſnare 

Thou laid'ſt for me, traitor, thyſelf art aunt. 
Elw. He never ſought thy life. 

Doug. Adultereſs, peace. | 

The villain, Harcourt too, —but be's at reſt. 
Fer. Douglas, I'm in thy pow'r: but do not 
| triumph, 

Percy's Betray d not conguer d. Come, diſpatch me. 
Elw. (To Douglas.) O do not, do not ll him ! 
Per. Madam, forbear BY 
For by the glorious ſhades of my great robe; 
Their godlike ſpirit is not ſo extinct, 

That I ſhou'd owe my life to that vile Scot. 
Tho? dangers cloſe me round on every fide, 
And death beſets. me—I am Percy ſtill. 
Doug. Sorcereſs, FU diſappoint thee he ſhall 
die, 
Thy minion ſhall expire before thy face, 
That I may feaſt my hatred with your pangs, 
And make his dying groans, and tby fond tears, 
A banquet for my vengeance. 
| Elw. Savage tyrant ! 


I wou'd have fall'n a ſilent ſacrifice, - 


So thou had'ſt ſpar'd my fame, 1 never wrong d 
thee. N 

Per. She knew not of my coming; I alone, 

Have been to blame — ſpite of her interdiction, 

I hither came. She's pure as ſpotleſs ſaints, 

| ns £ kv, 
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Eko. I will not be excus'd by Percy's crime: 
80 white my innocence, it does not aſk 
The ſhade of others? faults to ſet it off; 
Nor ſhall he need to ſully his fair fame, 
To throw a brighter luſtre round my virtue. 
Doug. Yet he can only die—but death for ho- 
nour ! 
Ye pow'rs of hell, who take malignant Joy 
In human bloodſhed, give me ſome dire means, 
Wild as my hate, | and deſperate as my wrongs ! 
Per, Enough of words. Thou OY T bate thee, 
Douglas; | 
'Tis ſteadfaſt, fixed, bereden, Rate, 
As thine for me; our fathers did bequeath i it, 
As part of our unalienable birthright, 
Which nought but death can end.— Come, end it 
here. 


Elau. (kneels.) Hold, Douglas, hold ! — not for 


myſelf 1 kooel, 
J do not plead for Percy, but for thee : 
Arm not thy hand againft thy future peace, 
Spare thy brave breaſt the tortures of remorſe, — 
Stain not a life of unpolluted honour, 
For oh! as ſurely as thou ſtrik'ſt at Percy, 
Thou wilt for ever tab the fame of Douglas. 
Per. Finiſh the bloody work, 
Doug. Then take thy wiſh. 
' [Percy bares his boſom, Douglas advances to 
ſtab him, and diſcovers the Scarf] 
Per, Why doſt thou ſtart ? 
Doug. Her ſcarf upon his breaſt! 
The blaſting fight converts me into ſtone; 
Withers my powers like cowardice, or age, 
Curdles the blood within my ſhiv'ring veins, 
And palſies my e arm. 4 
Per. 
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Per. (ironically to the Knights, ) Hear you, his 
friends ! 
Bear witneſs to the glorious, great exploit, 
Record it in the annals of his race, 
That Douglas the renown'd==the valiant Douglas, 
Fenc'd round with guards, and ſafe in his own 
caſtle, 
Surpris'd a knight unarm'd, and bravely flew him. 
Doug. (throwing away his dagger.) Tis true—1 
am the very ſtain of knighthood. 
How is my glory dimm'd! 
Elo. It blazes brighter! 
Douglas was only brave—he now is gen'rous 1 
Per, This action has reſtor'd thee to thy rank, 
And makes thee worthy to contend with Percy. 
Doug. Thy Joy will be as ſhort, as tis inſulting. . 
[To Elana. 
And thou, imperious boy, reſtrain thy boaſting. 
Thou haſt ſav'd my honour, not remov'd my hate, 
For my ſoul loatks thee for the oo | 
Give him his ſword. 
Per, Now thou'rt a noble foe, 
And in the field of honour I will meet thee, 
As knight encountering knight. 
- Elw. Stay, Percy, ſtay, 
Strike at the wretched cauſe of all, frike here, 
Here theath thy thirſty ſword, but ſpare my huſ- 
band. 
Doug. Turn, Madam, and nn. wow vows 
to me, 
To ſpare the precious life of him you 6 
Ev'n now you triumph in the death of Douglas, 
Now your looſe fancy kindles at the thought, 
And wildly rioting in lawleſs hope, 
Indulges the adultery of the mind. 
5 But 
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But Tl defeat that wiſh, Guards, bear her in, 
Nay, do not ſtruggle. [She is borne in. 
Per. Let our deaths ſuffice, 
And rev'rence virtue in that form inſhrin'd, 
Doug. Provoke my rage no farther——1 have 
kindled 
The burning torch of never-dying vengeance 
At Love's expiring lamp.—But mark me, friends, 
If Percy's happier genius ſhou'd prevail, 
And I ſhou'd fall, give him ſafe conduct hence, 
Be all obſervance paid him.—Go—l follow thee. 
[fide to Edric. 
Within I've ſomething for thy private ear. 
Per. Now ſhall this mutual fury be appeas'd! 
Theſe eager hands ſhall ſoon be drench'd in 
laughter! 
Yes—like two famiſh'd 8 ſnuffing wes 
And panting to deſtroy, we'll ruſh to combat; 
Yet I've the deepeſt, deadlieſt cauſe of hate, 
I'm but Percy, thou'rt—Elwina's huſband, 


End of the Fourth AR. 
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Elu. Tu H © U who in Judgment till remember 
| | mercy, 

Look down upon my woes, preſerve my hufband. 
' Preſerve my huſband 1 Ah, I dare not aſk it; 
If Douglas ſhou'd line what then becomes 
_ Of—him—1 dare not name? And if he conquers, 
T have no huſband. Agonizing ſtate? 
When I can neither hope, nor think, nor pray, 
But guilt involves me. Sure to know the work, 
Cannot exceed the torture of ſuſpenſe, _ 
When each event is big with equal horror. 

[ Looks out. 

What no one yet ? This ſalitude 1 is 8 
My horrors multiply! 


by, 


Enter ee h A. 


Thou meſſenger of woe! 
Birth. Of woe indeed! 

Elw. How, is my huſband dead? 
Oh ſpeak. 0 3 

Birth. Your huſband lives. 

Elw, Then farewel, Percy ! 
He was the tendereſt, trueſt - Bleſs him, heav' a; 
With crowns of glory, and immortal joys ! . 
by | ith, 
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Birth, Still are you wrong ; the combat is not 

over. 

Stay, flowing tears, and give me "> to ſpeak. 
Lu. Thou ſay'ſt that * and my huſband | 

bves---..: 

Then why this ſorrow ? 

Birth. What a taſk is mine ? 

Ekv. Thou talk'ſt as if I were a child in grief, 
And ſcarce acquainted with calamity. 

Speak out, unfold thy tale whate'er it be, 

For I am ſo familiar with affliction, 

It cannot come in any ſhape will ſhock me. 
Birtb. How ſhall I ſpeak! Thy huſband 
Elw. What of Douglas? 

Birth. When all was ready for the fatal combat, 
He call'd his choſen knights, then drew his ſword, 
And on it made them ſwear a ſolemn oath, 
Confirm'd. by. ev'ry rite religion bids, 

That they wou'd ſee perſorm'd his laſt . 

Be it whate'er it wou'd, Alas! they ſwore, 
Elio. What did the dreadful preparation mean? 
Birth, Then to their hands he gave a poiſon'd 

cup, | 

Compounded of the deadlieſt;herbs, and drugs; 

Take this, ſaid he, it is a huſband's legacy; 

Percy may conquer - and—I have a wife! 

If Douglas falls, Ebwina muſt not live. 

Elw. Spirit of .Herod! Why iwas greatly 

thought ! 

'Twas worthy of the boſom which. congeiv'd it ! 

Yet *twas,tqo,nerciful to, be, his q. | 

Yes, Douglas, yes, my .huſband, V1 obey thee, 

And bleſs thy genius which has found the means 

To-reconcile;thy vengeance with my peace, 

The derten to make dee, "2 

irt 
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Birth. O ſpare, for pity ſpare my bleeding heart. 
Inhuman to the laſt, Unnatural! poiſon! 

Elau. My gentle friend, what is there in a name? 
The means are little where the end is kind, 
If it diſturb thee do not call it poiſon; - 

Call it the ſweet oblivion of my cares, 

My balm of woe, my cordial of afflidion, 

The drop of mercy to my fainting ſoul, 

My kind diſmiſſion from a world of ſorrow, 

My cup of bliſs, my paſsport to the ſkies. 
Birth. Hark! What alarm is that? 

Elio. The combar's over! [ Birtha goes out. 

[ Elwina ftands i in a f d attitude, her hands claſp'd. 
Now, gracious heav'n, ſuſtain me in the trial, 

And bow my ſpirit to thy great decrees! 


Re- enter Bi RT HA. 


Eluina books Headſaſily at her without de ] 
Birth. Douglas is fall'n. 


Ehkv. Bring me the poiſon. 
Birth, Never. 
El. Where are the knights? I fummon you— 
approach! 
Draw near, ye awful miniſters of fate, 
Dire inſtruments of poſthumous revenge 
Come I am ready; but your tardy juſtice 
Defrauds the injur d dead. — Go, haſte, my friend, 
See that the caſtle be ſecurely guarded, 
Let ev'ry gate be barr'd- prevent his entrance; 
Birth. Whoſe entrance? 
Elu. His—the murderer of my buſband. 
Birth. He's ſingle, we have hoſts of friends. 
 "Ehw. No matter; 
Who knows what love and madneſs may attempt ? 
But here I ſwear by all that binds the good, 
e 5 Never 
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Never to ſee him more. —UWnhappy Douglas! 

O if ihy troubled ſpirit ſtill is conſcious 

Of our paſt woes, look down and hear me ſwear, 

That when the legacy thy rage bequeathed me, 

Works at my heart, and conquers ſtruggling nature, 

Ev'n in that agony I'll ſtill be faichful. 

She who cou'd never love, ſhall yet obey thee, 

Weep thy hard fate, and die to prove her truth. 
Birth, O unexampled virtue! [A noiſe without. 
Elw. Heard you nothing? | | 

By all my fears th' inſulting conqueror comes, 

O ſave me, ſhield me ! 


Enter DovcLas. 


Heav'n and earth, my huſband 1 
Doug. Y es— 

To blaſt thee with a fight of him thou bat'ſt, (band, 

Of him — haſt wrong'd, adultereſs, ig thy huſ- 

[Elwina Aneels. 

Bleft be the fountain of eternal mercy, - 

This load of guilt is ſpar'd me !. Douglas lives 

Perhaps both live ! (#o PE Cou'd I be fure of 
1 

The poiſon were faperfiuous, joy wou'd kill me. 
Doug. Be honeſt now, for once, and curſe thy 

\ ſtars; : 

Curſe thy deteſted fate which briogs thee back 

A hated huſband, when thy guilty ſoul 

Revell'd in fond, imaginary joys 

With my too happy rival; when thou flew, 

To gratify, impatient, boundleſs paſſion, 

And join adulterous luſt to bloody murder ; 

Then to reverſe the ſcene! polluted woman! 

Mine is the tranſport now, and thins the pang. 


Eu. 
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Eko. Whente ſprung the falſe report that thou 
By had'ſt fall'n ? | 
Doug. To give thy guilty breaſt a deeper wound, 
To add a deadlier ſting to diſappointment, 
I rais'd it I contrivid==l ſent it thee. 
Elw. Thou ſeeſt me bold, but bold in conſcious 
virtue. 
That my ſad ſoul may not be ſtair' d with blood, 
That I may ſpend my few ſhort hours in peace, 
And die in holy hope of heav'n's forgiveneſs, 
Relieve the terrors of my lab'ring breaſt, 
Say I am clear of murder—ſay he lives, 
Say but that little word that Percy lives, 
And Alps, and Ogeans ſhall-divide us ever, 
As far as univerſal ſpace.can part us. 
Doug. Canſt thou renounce him? 
Elw. Tell me that he lives, 
And thou ſhalt be the ruler of my fate, 
For ever hide me in a convent's gloom, 
From cheerſul day-light, and the haunts of men, 
Where ſad auſtexity, and ceaſeleſs pray'r, 
Shall ſhare my. uncomplaining day between them. 
Doug. O hypocrite! now, vengeance, to thy office. 
I had forgot Percy commends him to thee. 
And by my hand — 
Elw. How—by thy hand? 
Doug. Has ſent thee, 
This precious pledge of love. 
[He gizues ber Percy's ſearf. 
Elw. Then Percy's dead! _ 
Doug. He is. —O great revenge, thou now art 
mine. 
See how convulſive forrow. rends her frame ! 
This, .tbis is uanſport !=[njur'd honour, now, 
Receives its vaſt, its ample retribution. 
She ſheds no tears, her grief's too highly wrought 
"2 3s 
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Tis ſpeechleſs agony.—She muſt not faint— 
She ſhall not ſcape her portion of che pain. 
No! She tfhall feel the fulneſs of diſtreſs, 
And wake to keen perception of her toſs. 

Birth, Monſter ! Barbarian ! ! leave her to her 

ſorrows. 
Ela. (In a le brolen voice. * of” 

Douglas think not 1 faint, becauſe thou ſet lt 
The pale, and bloadtefs cheek of wan deſpair. 
Fail me not yet, my ſpirits ; thou, cold heart, 
Cheriſh thy freezing current one ſhort moment, 
And bear thy mighty load a little longer. 

Dong. Percy, I muſt avow it, eee 
Died as nibero ſhould ; but as he fell, 
Hear it, fond wanton, call'd upon thy name, 
And his laſt guilty breath figh'd out.—Elwina! 
Come give a looſe to rage, and feed my ſoul 
With wild complaints, and womaniſh upbraidings. 

El. (In a hw ſolemn voice.) No: 
The ſorrow's weak that waſtes itſelf in words. 
Mine is'{ubſtantial anguiſh - deep, not loud; 
1 do notre. —Reſeutment's the return 
Of common ſouls ſor common injuries. 
Light . is e of ſtate, and courts com- 


But there's a digniny i in cumeleſs ſorrow, 
A ſullen grandeur which diſdains complaint. 
Rage oor little een — is dumb. 


'[Exeunt Elwina and Birtha. | 


Daug. Why this is well! her ſenſe of woe is 


ſtrong ! 


The ſharp, keen tcoth: of gnawing grief devours | 
her. 


Feeds on her 2 87 and pays e my pangs. 
Sinee 


% v3. 6% 
Since I muſt periſh, 'twill be glorious ruin: 
I fall not ſingly, but like ſome proud tower, 


l cruſh ſurrounding objects in the wreck, 
And make the devaſtation wide and dreadful. 
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Raby. O whither ſhall a wretched father turn! 
Where fly for comfort? Douglas, art thou here ? 
I do not aſk for comfort at thy hands. 

I'd but one little caſket where I lodg/d 

My precious hoard of wealth, and, like an ideot, 

I gave my treaſure to another's keeping, 

Who threw away the gem, nor knew its value, 

But left the plunder'd owner quite a beggar. 
Doug. What! art thou come to ſee oy race 

diſhonourd, _ 

And thy bright ſun of glory ſet in blood 

I wou'd have ſpar'd thy virtues, and thy age 

The knowledge of her infamy. 

Raby. Tis falſe. - 

Had ſhe been baſe, this ford had drank her blood. 
Doug. Ha ! doſt thou vindicate the wanton ? 
Raby. Wanton ! 

Thou haſt defam'd a n6ble lady” s honour— 

My ſpotleſs child—in qe behold her champion: 
The ſtrength of Hercules will nerve this arm, 
When lifted in defence of innocence. _ 

The daughter's virtue for the father's ſhield, 

Will make old Raby {t1ll invincible, 


| [Offers to _—_ 
Doug. Porbuart | 


Raby. Thou doſt diſdain my feeble arm, 
And ſcorn my age. 

- Doug. There will be blood a. | 
Nor need thy wither'd veins, old lord, be drain'd, 
To ſwell the copious ſtream. 

| | | Raby. 


Raby. Fhou wilt not kill her ? 
Doug. Oh! *Tis a day of horror! 


Enter Ep RIC and Bix&THA. 


Ear. Where is Douglas ? 
- I come to ſave him from the deadlieſt crime 
Revenge did ever meditate, 
Doug. What mean'ſt thou? 
Edr. This inſtant fly, and fave thy guilteſs wife. : 
Doug. Save that perfidious 
Edr. That much injur'd woman, 
Birth. Unfortunate indeed, but O moſt innocent! 
Edr. In the laſt folemn article of death, 
That truth-compelling ſtate, when ev'n bad men 
Fear to ſpeak falſely; Percy clear'd her fame. 
Doug. I heard him, re the your. fraud of 
love. 
The ſcarf, the ſearf ! That 1 of mutual paſſion 
Giv'n but this day, to ratify their crimes, 
Birth. What means, my lord? Alas! that fatal 
ſcarf, 


Was giv n long fince, a toy of childiſh friendſhip 3 1 


Long ere your marriage, ere you knew Elwina. 

Raby. *Tis I am guilty, 

Doug. Ha! 

Raby I.—I alone. | 
Confuſion, honour, pride, parental fondneſs 
Diſtract my ſoul. —Percy was not to blame, 

He was the deſtin'd huſband of Elwina! . 

He lov'd her—was belov'd, —and I approv'd. 
The tale is long. I chang'd my purpoſe ſince, 
Forbad their marriage. 

Doug. And confirm'd my mis'ry ! | 
Twice did they meet to-day—my wife and Percy. 

| Raby. 
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Raby. I know it. 
Doug. Ha! Thou kae w'ſt of my diſhonour ? 
Thou waſt a witneſs, an approving witneſs, 
At leaſt a tame one! SE IG 
Raby. Percy came, ttis true, 


A conſtant, tender, but a guiltleſs lover. 


Doug. I ſhall grow mad indeed! A Zuilileſs 
lover! 
Percy, the guiltleſs lover of my wife! 
Raby. He knew not ſhe was married. 
Doug. How? Is't poſſible? | 
Raby. Douglas, tis true; both, both were in- 
nocent: _ 
He, of her marriage ; ſhe, of his return. 
Birth, But now, when we Mer thee dead, 
ſhe vow'd j - 


Never to ſee thy rival. Inſtantly, 


Nat in a ſtart of Womentar paſſion, 


But with a martyr's dignity and calmneſs, 


She bade me being the poiſon, | 


Doug. Had'ſt thou done it, 
Deſpair had been my portion! Fly, good Birtha, 
Find out the ſuſf ring ſaint==deſcribe my penitence, 


And paint my vaſt extrayagance of fondneſs, 


Tell her Tlove as never mortal loy'd—— 
Tell her I know her virtues, and adore them 


Tell her ] come, but dare not ſeek her preſence, 
Till ſhe pronounce my pardon. 


Birth. I obey. _ [Exit Birtha. 
Raby. My child is innocent! Ye choirs of ſaints, 


Catch the bleſt ſounds my child is innocent ! 


Doug. O, I will kneel, and ue for her forgive- 
1 


And thou ſhall help me plead the conſe of love? 


And thou . we ep ſhe cannot ſure refuſe, 


A kneel- 
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A kneeling huſband, and a weeping father, 
Thy-venerable cheek is wet already. 

Raby. Douglas ! it is the dew of grateful joy! 
My child is innocent ! I now woy'd die, 
Left fortune ſhou'd grow weary.of her kindneſs, 
And grudge me this ſhort tranſport. 

Doug. Where, where is ſhe ? 

My fond impatience brooks not her delay ; 
Quick let me find her, hyſh her troubled ſoul, 
And ſooth her into peace I She comes, ſhe comes, 
To crown my pardon, and reward my love! 


Enter BixTHA. 


Birth. O horror, horror, horror! 
Doug. Ah, what mean'ſt thou? 
Birth. Elwina 
Doug. Speak. 
Birth, Her grief wrought up to frenzy, 
She bas, in ber delirium, ſwallow'd poiſon, 
Raby. Frenzy and poiſon ! 
Doug. Both a huſband's gift; 
But thus I do her juſtice. | 
| [4s Douglas goes to ftab bimſelf, ever Elkuing diſ- 
tracted, ber bair dijbewell'd, Fercy's ſcarf in ber 


band.) 
[Elevina goes up 10 Douglas. 
What, blood again? We cannot kill him twice. 
Soft, ſoft--no violence—he's dead already; 
did it Ves drown'd him with my tears; 
But bide the cruel deed ! I'll ſcratch him out 
A ſhallow grave, and lay the green ſod on it; 
Aye—and I'll bind the wild briar o'er the turf, 
And plant a willow there, a weeping willow 
[She fits on the ground. 
But look you tell not Douglas, he'll diſturb him, 
He'll pluck the willow vup—and plant a thorn, 
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He will not let me fit upon his grave, 
And fing all day, and weep, and pray all night. 
_ Raby. Doſt thou not know me? 
Elo. Ves— I do remember 
You had a harmleſs lamb. 
Raby. I had indeed! 
Elwe From all the flock you choſe her out a mate, 
In ſocth a fair one, you bid her love it, 
But while the ſhepherd ſlept the wolf deyour'd it. 
Raby. My heart will break. * is too much, 
too much. 
Elu. (Smiling.). O 'twas a a draught, —1. | 
drank it all. 
' Raby. What means; my child?“ 
Doug. The poiſon— Oh, the poiſon! 
Thou dear wrong'd inndceneg=== | 
Elco. Off—murderer, off 5 
Do not WOE me with thoſe crimſon hands. 
| [Shews the ſcarf. 
This is bis winding-ſheet—TI" wrap him in it— 
T wrought it for my love—there—now boo Pye 
| dreſt him. | „„ 
How brave he looks! My fucker will forgive him, 
He dearly lov'd him once but that is over. | 
See where he comes—beware, my gallant Percy, 
Ah! Come not here, this is the cave of death, 
And there's the dark, dark palace of revenge ' 
See, the pale king its on his blood-ſtain'd throne! 
He points to me—T come, I come, I come. 
001 She faints, they run to her, Douglas takes up 
his ſavord, and ſtabs bimſelf.] 
Doug. Thus, thus I follow thee. 
Edr. Hold thy raſh hand. 


Dong. It is too late. No remed but his. ; 
£ g Cou'd 5 
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Cou'd med' cine a diſeaſe ſo ee 
Raby. Ah ſhe revives! 
Doug. (Rai ſing himſelf.) She lives ? bear, bear 
me to her! 
We ſhall be happy yet. 
[He ſtruggles to get to ber, But fnks down, 
It will not be 
O for a laſt embrace — Alas I "OWE | 
She lives==Now death is terrible indeed 
Fair ſpirit, how I lov'd thee—O-oElwina ! [ Dies. 
Elw. W here have I been ? The damps of death 


2re 00 me. 

. Raby. Look up, my child ; O do not leave me 
| thus; 

Pity the anguiſh of thy aged father; 

Haſt thou forgot me? 


Ela, No—you are my father; 
O you are kindly come to clofe my eyes, 
And take the kiſs of death from my cold * 
Raby. Do we meet thus ? 
Elw. We ſoon ſhall meet in peace. 
I've but a faint remembrance of the paſt 
But ſomething tells me=O thoſe painful ſtruggles 10 
KRaiſe me. a little there — 


[She ſees the body of Douglas. 
What fight is that? 


A ſword, and bloody? Ab! and Douglas murder'd? 


Edr. Convinc'd too late of your unequal'd vir⸗ 


tues, | 
And wrung with deep compunction fa” wrongs, 
By his own band the wretched Douglas fell. 
Elew. This adds another ſharper pang to death. 
O thou Eternal! take him to thy mercy, 
Nor let this fin be on his head, or mine! 


| Raby. 


— 
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Raby. I have undone you all——the crime is 
; mine! | 
O thou poor injur'd ſaint, forgive thy father, 

He kneels to his wrong'd child. 

Elwv. Now you are cruel. 

Come near, my father, nearer -I wou'd ſee you, 

But miſts and darkneſs cloud my failing fight. 

O Death ! ſuſpend thy rights for one ſhort moment, 

Till T have ta'en a father's laſt embrace D 

A father's bleſſing Once — and now tis over, 

Receive me to thy e heaven. 
| She dies. 

Raly. She's gone Per ever gone! Cold, dead 

: and cold. 

Am Ia father? Fathers love their children— 

I murder mine! With impious pride I ſnatch'd 

The bolt of vengeance from the hand of heav'n. 

My puniſhment is great=but Oh! *Tis juſt. | 

My ſoul ſubmiſſive bows. A righteous God 

Has made my crime become my chaſtiſement ! 


— * 
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